A.  E.  HOUSMAN
Housman worked steadily during the London terms, against
the length of which he protested with some success; 'Twelve
weeks on end is not nice3, he wrote. When he left us, he said
that he hoped to be remembered (like Augustus who found
Rome brick and left her marble) as the man who found us with
an Easter vacation of four weeks and left us with one of five.
But I chiefly remember the scrupulous care with which he
went through the 'proses5 and 'unseens' of classes quite unworthy
of him. When I told an American classical teacher something
of the careful tuition I had received from him in 1892-4 (the
first two years of his University teaching) she said, 'I feel as if
I was sitting next to somebody who had touched God3. I was
able to report to Housman at dinner, a few months before he
died, this blasphemous tribute to his scholarship, and equally,
I think, to his poetry. I am sure he enjoyed it, for he enjoyed
expressions of American esteem. To a young American achnirer
who, some years earlier, had sent him a collection of opinions
upon his poems, obtained from a number of American authors,
he had replied, 'You are always kind and friendly, and your
anthology of opinions ought to foster my self-esteem, and smooth
my descent to the grave.3 He later explained to his correspon-
dent 'the impropriety of your conduct in writing, as you seem
to have done, to ask famous writers their opinions of me*. He
added, 'I hope that some of them, at any rate, have ignored
your letters.3 Yet later still he wrote to the same correspondent
that the reputation which his poems brought him 'though it
gives me no lively pleasure, is something like a mattress inter-
posed between me and the hard ground3.
The last of these letters to the very young and guileless friend
whom he had never seen1 was written nine days before his death.
They prove that Housman showed to the end that mixture of
sarcastic reproof with friendly good humour which marked his
relations with his undergraduate students from the time when
he had first come among us, more than forty-three years earlier.
It was not only that he was 'a thorough and sympathetic
teacher3; he had shown himself to be that during the few months
1 Mr. Houston Martin. The letters are printed in The Yale Review, Winter,
1937, PP* 283 etc.
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